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By THE PARTY ON THE Spor. 
Wednesday.—Planted the Commissioners on board the Badger at 
San Francisco, and sent them off to settle Samoa (and the 
Samoans). Hope they'll enjoy the task, and emerge from it 
successfully, and each in not more than one piece! 


NOT BADGER KNOW! 


From ’Frisco Bay the Badger sails, 
Commissioners aboard her, 
For Apia, where there now prevails 
A lot of mixed disorder. 
And, seeing the questions they've to try, 
The facts with which they'll wrestle, 
I can’t say I’m prepared to deny 
The Badger’s the proper vessel. 
Afterwards saw the Duke and Duchess of York through Llandudno, 
before running over to see the Two Thousand run. Lost a bit, but 
dined with Sir Henry Campbell-Bannerman and the Eighty Club 
at the Café Monico, also with Sir W. White and the Mechanical 
Engineers—likewise with the Corporation of the Sons of the Clergy. 
Can’t remember where the last two were, but got home all right 
spite of that. 

Thursday.—Was up and down to and from Huntingdon most of 
the day. Cromwellian celebration got through without serious 
disturbance to the ghost of Charles I. Also took the Duke and 
Duchess to Llanberis, and showed them how to split slate. (Took 
them round to the Law Courts later, and showed them how to split 
hairs!) Welcomed the New South Wales Lancers to our shores, 
and escorted them to Waterloo. Ran over to Nice, and helped Her 
Most Gracious open a bridge. Dined with her afterwards, and 
helped to open something else with champagne nippers. Dined 
also at the Royal Societies’ Club Dinner. 


Noricu.—The Editor will not be answerable for any con 
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Friday.—Took the Duke and Duchess of York over Conway 
Castle, and, as that was the end of the tour, saw them into the Lon- 
don train and told them to see tothemselves for the present. Heard 
of the Henley Regatta Committee’s arrangements for the next races 
this year. They are going to boom the whole course on one 
side and part of the other. Asked them if they hadn’t 
better block the river with a string of barges across from 
shore to shore at each end of the course. Or take the 
river away with them somewhere, They didn’t 6 but I fancy 
they are considering my valuable suggestions. ent round to 
Leadenhall Market, and bought some frozen bear. Am told it is as 
good as Welsh mutton—when you can’t get Welsh mutton. Looked 
up the policeman artist. Tells me his picture, “On the Common,” 
has been rejected by the R.A. “‘ for want of room.” But he’s sold 
it andaset of others. Seemed to be rather a good thing to be 
something else besides an artist. Then you can sell your pictures. 
If you're only an artist and nothing else youcan’t sell your pictures 
—you can’t expect it—it isn’t natural. 


CHANCE FOR THE UNSUCCESSFUL. 


The P’liceman artist (p’r’aps Al), 
Although they do not him, 
‘*On-common " decently has done 
And luckless artists slang him ; 
The mediocre artists, too, 
Quite tired with fortune’s tossings, 
Are turning bobbies, not a few, 
While some are sweeping crossings. 


Saturday.—Took the Duchess of Albany over to Tottenham and 
helped her lay the memorial stone of the new buildings and work- 
men’s club of the Marlborough College Mission. Helped to present 
@ memorial window to Kew Church in remembrance of the hess 
of Teck. Varnishing day at the Paris Salons. Went over and 
varnished! ‘Dined with the R.A.’s. Resolved to be a policeman 
(on Sir E. Poynter’s advice) and paint pictures. 


Monday.—Nice bitterly cold May Day. Danced round a (tele- 
graph) May-pole to keep myself warm. Took some lessons in 
a policeman. Found an unmuzazled dog, asked its name 
address, and on its ‘‘ refusal or omission " to give, took it in charge. 
Went home, and painted a picture. Went to the Oval, and saw a 
cricket match, 


Tuesday.—Found a man drunk and disorderly and obstructing 
me in the execution of my ace FE pear his watch and ran him 
in. Brought Her Most Gracious safely off from Nice, all smiles 
and compliments. It’s done her “a world o’ good,” and it’s glad I 
am. Took Rhodes down to the City and got him a lot of money 
that he wanted. 

Tue Sporres. 
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tributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 


und addressed envelope 
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REMARKS THAT DESERVE TO BE PAID BACK. 
Lady Mary Sweet.—‘I wish I wasn’t so dreadfully rich. I should feel then that all the men who proposed for my hand loved me 


wae oy myself.” 


Hon. Vi Chillynham.—“ Ah, dear, but you see perhaps you wouldn’t get the proposals at all then!” 




















One Thing Lacking. 


I once knew a fellow, intensely romantic, 

Who imagined on fire he could set the Atlantic. 

He went in for chemistry, science, theology ; 

Studied anatomy, art, and zoology. 

Read up theosophy, liked all things mystic ; 

Often debated on things Socialistic. 

Bright diamonds, he said, he could make out of granite, 
He knew how folks lived on some far away planet. 

He'd talk about Mars-and its site atmospheric. 

He could comedies write like a Barrie or Derrick. 


But still not a soul of his fame has e’er spoken, 
For a bicycle record he never has broken. 


emnaneetes 
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The Old Cures Best. 


My grandfather lately told me, | 
As a smile o’er his features played, 
There was nothing cured the toothache 
Like kissing a pretty maid. 


The next time that I had it 
I put this to the test ; 
And I'm starting to think that after all 


he old-world cures are best. 








High-Handed. 


[Great restraint has been imposed upon the officers of the P. and 
O. fleet in their social intercourse with passengers, and, as a conse- 
quence, many officers have resigned. } 


THI1s really may be called a dreadful blow, 
That we now hear of the famed P. and O. 
The officers must mind their “ p’s and q’s,”’ 
Their P. and O., too, or else must refuse 
To serve, which many much prefer to do; 
And serve the P. and O., quite right, too! 
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Tom Mann. 


(“The news that Tom Mann will shortly leave the Labour 
movement in order to become a publican, has come like a thunder- 
clap to his friends and supporters everywhere,”—Vide Press.} 


His friends, of course, feel quite un-Mann-ed 
That he a pub. should take, 

And Old Tom, beer, and such like hand, 
And in the shekels rake : 

But ‘“‘ he’s a Mann for a’ that,"’ so 
We think, doubtless, he will 

Do, as the beer and spirits flow, 


His public duty still ! 
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A Little Thing of His Own. 
Lorp SALIsBuRY (complacently) :— 


Aone I did it—aye, alone! 
No portrait commonplace for me 
Of some unknown celebritee, 
No weird ‘‘ impression’s ” mystic tone; 
No, I’ve a method of my own— 
Step up, good people all, and see ! 
A little highly-coloured, eh ? 
A touch, perhaps, of mocking jest ? 
So be it, I but do my best 
In my ironic playful way ; 
And yet it’s good, I think you'll say, 
And foreigners will be impressed. 
Then all my faults you will condone 
When I remark “ It’s all myown!” 


Alone I did it—Harcourt sneered ! 
And Joseph seemed to want the moon, 
And talked about a certain ‘spoon ”’! 
But Rosebery my labour cheered— 
My sons and nephews all “ Hear, 
heared ”’ ; 
And so I worked day, night, and noon, 
I roughly sketched a happy Tzar, 
His form instinct with peaceful grace. 
A smile I spread upon his face 
As if he’d got a Loan at par— 
And then—well—dash it—there you are ! 
Fame’s topmost peak I proudly pace — 
While critics gnash their teeth and groan, 
And—by-the-bye—it’s all my own ! 


Alone I did it—Honest pride 
Still thrills my bosom through and 
through ; 
I feel I’ve hit on something new; 
| A light no bushel well could hide— 
But let posterity decide, 
I leave the verdict, sirs, to you! 
Observe my ‘‘China!” See, one hand 
bull holds, and holds it not in vain, 
The other Russia clasps amain; 
O, happy if too Flowery Land, 
At last, at last, you understand 
You will not (yet) be torn in twain. 
Like brothers we have gaily grown, 
My work—yes, really, all my own! 


Alone I didit. Those three smiles 
I fancy look attractive, eh ? 
Subdued, but sweet and passing gay 
One look of love, but in three styles. 
I really think my work is miles 
Ahead of Poynter’s, anyway ! 
A work to suit the marble halls 
Of some new institute or club, 
A sign-board for some stately "pub, 
Or something cheerful for the walls 
Of Scotland Yard, or, say, St. Paul’s; 
But ty Wemyss like it? There’s the 
rub! 
Well, well, Guildhall might like a loan— 
And, after all—it is my own! 


Alone I did it—British Art 
Is honoured by it—you'll confess 
And Diplomatic Art (fulness). 
But with it I shall never part— 
I could not sell it in the mart— 
My only—h’m—my own success. 
See how they smile, as hand in hand 
To higher heights they gaily range 
Or, down the ringing grooves of 
change, 
They ring the changes. Every land 
Must own the picture nobly planned, 
Nor think their friendship very 
strange ! 
To love each other they have grown, 
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CRUEL. 
Amateur Impressionist.— Yes, this is my latest work. I should like to present it to 
some charitable institution. Now, which would you recommend?” 
Gladys.—‘‘ The Asylum for the Blind.” 
























































Alone I did it. Yes! ’twasI! 
But how? Well, well, come whisper 
low— 
A little ironclad or so, 
A flying squadron that could fly, 
A wink—a warlike wink, but sly, 
And, lo! the smiles began to show ! 
Another little fleet or two, 
And in a very little while, 
I’d teach the whole wide world to 
smile— 
In fact—but this is entre nous— 
I felt prepared to see it through, 
My maxims matched old Bruin’s 
guile— 
My “Peace” a “perfect picture” 
grown— 
I hold—for it is all my own! 











Incorrigible. 


Mrs. Bareface (sternly ).— “‘ Charles, 
the housemaid has a complaint to make 
against you: she says you kissed her last 
night! ”’ 

Mr. Bareface-—Well, I've got a com- | 
plaint to make against her : she wouldn't 





Lord Wolseley. 


[Lord Wolseley disapproves of 
soldiers covering the uniform with sur- 
plices, or any kind of civilian gar- 
ment, at a parade service, and forbids 
them to wear surplices in choirs in 
future.”"—Vide Press. 

A THOROUGH soldier he 
As e’er fought ‘neath Old England’s 
banner, 
And so he likes to see 
Men dressed in a uniform manner. 








A Reflection. 


Tax glass that cheers, but fuddles not 
ae te, it intoxicates a lot), tp 


en woman before same doth pass, , 
Is, you can guess, the looking-glass. 
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A Narrow Escape. 


Tue man sat in the. barber’s chair, 

The barber, mad, began to rave, 

And nearly cut the poor man’s throat, 
Who muttered, “That was a close 


shavel’”’ 
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CAME DOWN SUCRB A wHacK ! 
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(For Cartoon Verses, see page 14 
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Mr. Johnson from London. 
CHAPTER II. 
“ WELL, all I can say is,” said Mr. Johnson the next morning, as 


he took his constitutional in Bramton Park, “that my Lady 


Heersute may be a rum ‘un, but she is my lady, and treats you in 























“THIS KNOCKS SPOTS OFF WIG-MAKING.” 


slap up style. And she don’t seem in any hurry for her wig, what- 
ever the governor may say. Can’t see anyone just now, 
she says, but make yourself at home, she says; and that 
will suit Mr. Henry Johnson right down to the ground, 
and I ain’t particular whether it’s a week or a year; this sort of 
thing knocks spots off wig making,” and Mr. Johnson, throwin 
sedateness to the winds, commenced a pas de suel on the grave 

ath. ‘ Now, what the deuce does that confounded bobby mean 

y foxing me ?"’ he muttered, as he caught sight of Inspector Good- 
man watching him from behinda bush. ‘If he would only attend 
to his business instead of smelling round me, it would be to our 
mutual advantage. How on earth am I to fix up Lady Heersute in 
her wig if he keeps dodging round ?”’ 

‘Seem to be enjoying yourself, sir,” said the Inspector, coming 
forward. ‘Have you found anything?” 

““No,” said Mr. Johnson, shortly; ‘nor lost ‘anything either. 
What's your little game?” 

‘* What’s my little game?” repeated the Inspector. 
pleased to be facetious. I don't take you, Mr. Johnson.” 

“Tt ain’t from want of inclination by the look of you Mr. 
Policeman,” retorted Johnson. “But I'll tell you one thing. 
You'll never get the chance. I’ve too high a sense of duty, sir, to 
let you catch me tripping, and if I can only see Lady Heersute for 
five minutes, I shall relieve ae of my presence forever. I'll go 
and see if she can give me a sitting now, and settle the matter off- 
hand. I shan't want you, Mr. Inspector.” 

** Darn his cheek! "’ soliloquised the inspector, as he watched the 
wig maker's retreating form. ‘ And that tailor’s dummy on strike 
is Mr. Johnson, the great detective from London : a man whom 
most of us down here would give our two ears to work with. I 
— he’s got a red-hot clue, or he wouldn't be co saucy. Ha! 
—five minutes with Lady Heersute—he said. That’s enough for 
me. The clue lies with my ladyship. I'll be present at his five 
minutes’ interview, if I have to leave the force to-morrow.” 

“If it wasn’t for that blithering idiot,’’ muttered Mr. Johnson, 


as he moved away towards the house: ‘“‘I might have had a high 


“You are 





old time ‘here. But there’s”no class about stopping to be chivied 
about by a beastly policeman. By jove, that’s a tasty bit of. stuff.” 

The “‘ tasty bit of stuff” was nothing more nor less than Sozel, 
Lady Heersute’s maid, who was flitting about the main entrance as 
Mr, Johnson approached, evidently on the look-out for a flirtation 
with the strange gentleman from London. 

“‘T beg your pardon, Miss ——,” began Mr. Johnson. 

‘*Ah, monsieur, how you startle me,” said Sozel, “ ze great 
gendarme. Did you wish to take me—vat you call—in charge? ”’ 

““No. At present, I want to take me in charge. I’ve come 
hat hacen on purpose to see her ladyship. Will you take me up to 

er 

** Me lady will not see; no.” 

“I don’t want her to see No. I want her to see me.” 

‘‘ Monsieur not understand. She cannot see.” 

“What!” gasped Mr. Johnson, “ is she blind?” 

‘No! no! me lady is déshabillé.” 

“ Is that all?’ said Mr. Johnson. “ Oh, her ladyship won’t mind 
me under the circumstances. In my trade, my dear, we are used 
to that sort of thing. You go and ask her.” 

‘‘ Used? Ah! monsieur, you gentlemans of ze gendarmerie are— 
vat you call—naughty, naughty.” 

‘‘ Confound the minx !” muttered Johnson, as Sozel tripped away, 
‘‘ What on earth does she mean by naughty, naughty? I wish to 
goodness the gov’nor had taken this job on himself. I suppose 
Johndarmee is French for something naughty, too.” 

“The lady will speak,” said Sozel returning, ‘‘ with Monsieur 
Johnson and Monsieur Goodman for a few moments. She cannot 
see; no. She is déshabillé. She will talk through the door.” 

‘‘ Well, if this doesn’t beat anything I’ve ever heard of,’’ gasped 
Mr. Johnson. ‘ How can any self-respecting perruquier fit a lady 
with a new wig through a closed door, with a police officer for an 
assistant. But no matter, she can’t grumble if it doesn’t turn out 
to her satisfaction. Lead me to my lady's chambers Miss——” 

‘“*Sozel!”’ 

**Sozel! Thank you. But first call the bobby. Ah! don’t 
trouble. I can hear the echo of his ponderous feet. I thought he 
would not leave me alone for five minutes at a stretch.” 
































“No, wo! Mg LADY I8 DESHABILLE !” 


“ Mr. Inspector Goodman of Birmingham,”’ he continued, as that 
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aid after all. My lady has consented to an interview, but only on 
condition that‘the door of her chamber is closed, and that you are 
there to protect her.” 

T will consent to what you ask, sir,” said the Inspector grandly. 
« But let me tell you that, great though you are in your profession, 
it’s not always wise to flout an experienced and, I may say, an 
intelligent officer.” 

‘I’m sure I’m very sorry,” said Mr. Johnson, humbly. “If I’d 
known you were sensitive on the point I wouldn’t have offended 
you for the world. But I can’t conceive how you managed to learn 
the noble art of —— ”’ 

‘‘ Enough, sir,’”’ exclaimed the Inspector, pompously. ‘ This is my 
lady’s chamber.” 

‘‘ Lady Heersute,” he continued speaking through the keyhole, 
‘at your request I am here to introduce to your notice Mr. John- 
son, of London, an able and experienced -—-— ” 

‘** Yes! yes!’ exclaimed a voice from within, testily. ‘I know all 
about that. Let Mr. Johnson speak for himself. Yow have failed. 
Can he restore my lost property?” 

“Yes, my lady,”’ said Mr. Johnson, taking his place at the key- 
hole. ‘I can replace it at once, if your ladyship will only give the 
exact measurements of your bald head.” 

‘‘ What?” said the Inspector, incredulously. 

“The wretch!” screamed Lady Heersute, clapping her hand to 
where her luxuriant locks should be. 

‘* Aller! Go!” shouted Sozel. ‘“‘ You insult. You great, large, 
very pig-faced ros bif!”’ 


(To be continued.) 


is one that can be seen again and again. It is preceded byA Golden 
oe a charming comedietta by Eden Phillpotts and Charles 
roves. 


The Cambridge Magazine has commenced its weekly career of 
gossip and chatter. It contains an unpublished drawing by the late 
Sir Frank Lockwood. The subject is Mr. Gladstone, posed as we 
have often seen him, silting upon the Government Bench, in the 
House of Commons. Thecover of the magazine is said to be mystic 


in design. It seems to us to be only an apotheosis of the three 
golden balls. 
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Waftings from the Wings. 


Mr. GEoRGE ALEXANDER’S new romantic four-act drama, 
entitled In Days of Old, by Edward Rose, treats of the troublous 
times of the Wars of the Roses. Not that the stage is troubled 
with any of these hostilities. The drama is only concerned with 
the adventures, military and amorous, of one Armyn Beddart 
(Mr. George Alexander), who in the first act is a member 
of a raiding community, headed by his cousin, Sir Ulick 
Beddart, the Hunchback (Mr. H. B. Irving), whose quarters 
are at the Tower, Beddart-on-the-Cliff. The gang inveigle Lillian 
(Miss Fay Davis), the daughter of Sir Piers Beddart of the Vale, 
into the Tower, and, during a very animated interview between her 
and Armyn, the tower is attacked by the Royal forces. pie helps 
her to escape by means of the secret passage, previously making her 
swear she will have none other husband than him. Act 2 
discloses the Court of King Henry VI., where, after the 
separation of a year, the lovers meet again, only to become utterly 
estranged by the machinations of Ulick. Three months later 
the forces of the Red Rose suffer defeat in the vicinity of Sir Pieis’ 
Castle, where Lillian has only previously been wedded to Noel, 
Earl of Wynnesley. Fate kindly assists in setting her free by 
means of Ulick, who murders Noel. Then there is a terrific com- 
bat between Ulick and Armyn. The former is worsted, and cuts 
his throat, and apparently the lovers are united again. The 
scenery is all that Art and skill can make it, and the costumes are 
indeed ravishing. The men encased in armour are a handsome 
feature. In a word, the drama is to a large extent spectacular, 
which will undoubtedly have its admirers. 


London is still crowding to see The Manceuvres of Jane at the Hay- 
market, and Mr. Jones’s clever comedy is likely to run for some long 
time tocome. Mr. Cyril Maude’s Lord Bapchild is a thing of beauty 
and a joy for ever. We have seen it stiggested that this character 
is farcical, but, to those who know anything of the amiable idiots 
who haunt university settlements and the bye ways of philanthropy, 
Mr. Maude’s creation is a portrait palpitating with actuality, and 
malicious in its realism. Mancuvring Jatie,as played by Miss 
Winifred Emery, is bewitchingly perfect, while the George Langton 
of Mr, C. M. Hallard is manly and convincing. The moral of the 
play evidently is that the healthy youth of the present day shows 
up very favourably against the dingy background of superannu- 
ated parents and guardians with their out-of-date ‘“ prunes 
and preposterous “prisms.” Miss Gertrude Kingston, as Con- 
stantia Gage, a young lady who conceals much cynical common- 
sense beneath a veneer of suave congnentlene, is delightful. Mrs. 
Charles Calvert, as a chaperon of the deepest dye, is very amusing, 
while the part of Paasaih, positively detestable child, is admirably 
played by Miss Beatrice Farrar. Mr. F. H. Tyler, as Jervis 
Punshon, and Mr. W. G. Elliot, as Mr. Mangle, are distinctly 
good. Prebendary Bostock (Mr. Holman Clark) and Sir 
Robert Bowater (Mr. Sydney Valentine) are excellent portraits. 
Indeed, the cast generally could not be improved, while the comedy 


It Doesn’t Suit Papa! 


(‘‘ For very little girls there will never be anything more pleasing 
for summer use than the white washing hat,”—Mapamr Qu1 Vive, 
in the Westminster Gazette. ] 


IF a male individual's views you 
Can appreciate, Madame Qui Vive, 
The admission perhaps may amuse you 
That your statement I firmly believe. 
I have two little daughters—God bless 'em !— 
(Three-year-olds both—for they're twins !) : 
I've a wife who can tastefully dress ‘em 
In a style whose becomingness wins 
Admiration from friends and from neighbours — 
Though she studies economy, too! 
At her “ Singer” she lovingly labours 
With results that would stun even you / 
In the very completeness of neatness 
She our two little darlings arrays ; 
And their dresses, though marvels of sweetness, 
Pass my powers of description—or praise! 
But their head-gear I feel I can mention 
With some confidence, Madame Qui Vive, 
For the hats, ma’am, which claim such attention 
Are the hats in which you, ma’am, believe ! 
Tiny Trix and wee Winnie are clearly 
Far renowned for their head-gear—that’s flat ! 
But my wife says the secret is merely 
That they've each got . . . # white washing hat! 
White washing hat! White washing hat! 
For dear little girls (I confess, plump and pat) 
There is nothing more pleasant— 
When May-days are present— 
On the face of the earth than the white washing hat ! 


And now, having told how I second 
Your ideas, dear Madame Qui Vive, 
I shall scarce be impertinent reckoned 

If I tell with what grievance I grieve. 

The sweet hat you commend to each mother, 

For her babes, is perfection, I own; 

But I wish that you, somehow or other, 

Could . . . confine it to children alone! 

Though I hitherto haven’t been tackled 
(Re a certain big job) by my wife, 
Yet I hourly expect to bé shackled 
With the annual curse of my life. 
Since my partner is thrifty (not stingy !) 

I must study economy, too; 

And from five lofty ceilings, grown dingy, 

I’ve the dinginess got to taboo. 

I’ve the walls of the garden to whiten ; 

I’ve the greenhouse to leave without speck ; 

Perched on ‘ steps,’’ I’ve each outhouse to brighten— 

Oh, it’s odds on my breaking my neck! 

I would fain shirk the business completely ; 

But my wifey will guard against that— 

When she brings a splashed tile, and says sweetly : 

“By the way, love . ... your white-washing hat!” 
White-washing hat! White-washing hat!, 
For the clumsy Papa, who's so plump and sd fat, ~ 

There is n t more unpleasant 
When May-days are present) 
On the face of the earth than the white-washing hat !! 











A Modern Lion. 


A noaninG Kensit lion chanced to stray 

Among the Bench of Bishops, grave and grey,— 

“ Alas!” quoth he, “ lions might well be spaniels, 
What prophet can I find in Den of Daniels?” 
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IN THE BONDS OF INIQUITY. 


Vicar.— Well, my, young friends, I shall hope to see you all on Confirmation 
day. Did you wish to speak to me, my dear?”’ 
| Juvenile Sinner.— Yes, sir; please mother said she’d rather the Bishop didn’t do 
me till next year.” 











“On Things in General.” 


By Mr. “Foun’s” WaSHERWOMAN. 


Our relashuns with Russia seem to 
be gettin’ closer; that is to say, it looks 
as if the Bear was goin’ to give the Lion 
a hug—a friendly one, of course—an’ 
I’m very glad of it, for now I don’t 
think that it will be a case of John Bull 
in a china shop kickin’ up a rumpus, so 
to say. Considerin’ marrige ties, 
etsetterer, we ought to be friends, an’ 
arter the Czar’s peace proposals, this 
better feelin’ ‘‘ comes in very Pat,” as I 
remarked wen Mr. O’Grady walked into 
me parlour. All I ’opes is that the Bear 
will act up straight; bears are fond of 
honey, an’ Imay add, ‘‘ honeyed speeches” 
——anyway, this particular Bear is. 

Glad I am to’ear that our beloved 
Queen, notwithstandin’ ’er great age, is 
in sich good ’ealth. A better woman— 
she is indeed a Queen amongst women— 
never breathed, an’ may she long be 
spared to us. The Reviver allus seems 
to do ’er good, don’t it? 

The masters an’ men in the buildin’ 
trade are at loggerheads. I dessay the 
men ’ave some foundation—wich is more 
than wot jerry-built ’ouses ’ave—for 
their complaints; but, strike me lucky! 
—only, unfortunately, it gin’rally strikes 
the men unlucky—‘‘I don’t beleave 
in strikes,” as Mr. Henpeckt sed when 
’is wife ’it ’im with the broom. 

Dear old Kruger ’as_ been liftin’ 
up ’is silvery voice agin. ’E don’t 
seem to understand that the Uit- 
landers are goin’ to ’ave their rights, 
wotever 'e may think, but a Boer is 
nat’rally pig-headed. The fac’ is, we 
ain’t been sharp enough with Kruger; 
a ‘‘ sharper ’’—an’ ’e ain’t much better— 
wants dealin’ with sharply. 

I don’t think that our American 
cousin, Captain Coghlan, ’as been over- 
wise in spoutin’ that song about 
William (wich there is only one, 
Emperor of Germany); I’m sure Uncle 
Sam ’as enough on ’is ‘ands, an’ don’t 
want to kick up another row with any 
nation, large or small. “It is little 
things like this that lead to no end of 
bother,” as Mr. Quiverful truly remarked 
of ’is latest arrivals—twins. 

The ’Orsepitals want money. Now, 
then, wealthy readers of Fun, cpen 
your hearts, likewise your purses, and 
give to this most deserving charity. I 
s’pose you've all suffered pain in your 
time, an,’ remember, ev’ry penny you 
give goes towards relievin’ your sufferin’ 
feller-creatures, an’ you'll be re-ward-ed 
one way or another, 
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ANDERSON ’S 


CITY OF LONDON 


DRESSINGS FOR BOOTS AND SHOES 


OF BEVERY DESCRIPTION. 


CITY OF LONDON GLOSS for every kind of Black Leather Goods. 


SELF POLISHING WATERPROOF BLACKING produces a Brilliant Polish. 
GLYCERINE CREAM (White and Black) for Cleaning and Polishing best Glace Kid and Patent Leather. 
For imparting a Brilliant Polish to all kinds of Brown Leather goods use 


TAN GLOSS, or 


BROWN LEATHER DRESSING. With either of these two articles, in two minutes, boots are ready to wear. 


Ask any Boot Dealer for ANDERSON'S goods, and be sure you get them. 





SOUTH STREET, FINSBURY, LONDON, E.C. 
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